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Gentlemen, you are my guests, make what alterations you please. Is there anything else you wish to retrench or alter, gentlemen?
Marlow. A pork pie, a boiled rabbit and sausages, a Florentine, a shaking pudding, and a dish of tiff- taff-tafTety cream!
Hastings. Confound your made dishes; I shall be as much at a loss in this house as at a green and yellow dinner at the French ambassador's table, I'm for plain eating.
Hard. Pm sorry, gentlemen, that I have nothing you like, but if there be anything you have a particular fancy to~
Marlow. Why really, sir, your bill of fare is so exquisite, that any one part of it is full as good as another. Send us what you please. So much for supper. And now to see that our beds are aired, and properly taken care of.
Hard. I entreat you'll leave all that to me. You shall not stir a step.
Marlow. Leave that to you! I protest, sir, you must excuse me, I always look to these things myself.
Hard. I must insist, sir, you'll make yourself easy on that head,
Marlow. You see I'm resolved on it, (Aside.) A very troublesome fellow this, as ever I met with.
Hard. Well, sir, I'm resolved at least to attend you, (Aside.) This may be modern modesty, but I never saw anything look so like old-fashioned impudence.
[Exeunt Marlow and Hardcastle.
Hastings. (Alone), So I find this fellow's civilities begin to grow troublesome. But who can be angry at those assiduities which are meant to please him? Ha! what do I see! Miss Neville, by all that's happy!
Enter Miss NEVILLE
Miss Neville. My dear Hastings! To what unexpected good fortune, to what accident, am I to ascribe this happy meeting?